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during the war. He didn't attach very much importance
to it. He couldn't bear any of the trappings of woe. He
told me that he didn't wish me to wear mourning for him.
He said that if he died I was to carry on as usual. He
wanted me to go about and do things exactly as if he
were alive.

MRS. TABRET: He loved you so much, Stella. He put your
happiness above everything.

STELLA: I know.

COLIN: Those lines of Stevenson's keep ringing in my ears:

"Home is the sailor, home from the sea."
LICONDA: "And the hunter home from the hill/' They're

very moving to us who've spent our lives in distant

places.

STELLA: You know, Maurice never quite believed that with
this life everything ended for him. He didn't believe in a
great many things that many people still more or less
believe in. . , .

MRS. TABRET: Interrupting^ I could never bring myself to
teach my children what I couldn't myself believe. When
they were little and I used to sit in the evenings in our
house and look at the multitudinous stars sweeping
across the blue sky of India and thought of what we are,
so transitory and so insignificant, and yet with such a
capacity for suffering, such a passion for beauty, I was
overwhelmed by the mystery and the immensity of the
universe. I could not conceive what was the cause of all
those worlds I saw above me, nor what was the power
ihat guided them, but my heart was filled with amaze-
ment and awe, What I vaguely divined was too
stupendous to fit into the limits of any creed of men.

STELLA: You know how Maurice was always laughing and
joking. Even when he was speaking seriously he kept a
little twinkle in his eye, so that you weren't quite sure he
wasn't making fun of himself. I think he'd never quite